Thi Hijlorie of 

Falfi. Do fo , for it is worth the Mining to, thcfe nine in Buc- 
krom, that I told thee of. 

'prin-. So, two more already. 

Falfi. Their points being broken, 

Totnes, Downe fell his hofe. 

Falsi. Began to giue me ground:but I followed me clofe,camc 
in foot and hand, and with a thought, feuen of the elcnen I paid. 
Pm. O monftrous/ eleueri buckrom men growne out of two? 
FalB. But as the diuell would haue it, three mif-begotten 
knaucs, in kcndall greene, came ar my backe, and let di iue at me, 
for it was fo dai kc, Hal, that thou could' fl not fee thy hand, 

Prin. T liefe lyes are like the father that begets them , grofle as 
a tnountaine*, open, palpable. Why thou clay-brain’d guts, thou 
knotty- pated foole , thou horefon obfccnegreafie tallow- catch. 

Falsi. What? art thou mad/art thou mad/ is not the trueth the 
trueth/ ’ . .r 

‘Trm. Why , how collid’d thou know thefe men in Kendall 
greene, when itwasfo darke thou could’ftnot fee thy hand?come 
tell vs your reafon, What fayeft thou to this/ 

Tomes. Come, your reafon, Iacke, vour reafon. 

Falsi. VVhat , vpon compulfion l Zotmdcs, and I were at the 
ftrappado, or all the rackes in the world , I would not tell you on 
compulfion. Giue you a reafon on compulfion/ if reafons were 
as plenty as blacke- berries , I would giue no man a reafon vpon 
compulfion, I. 

Prince, lie be no longer guiltie of this finne. This/anguine 
coward, this bed-prefler, this horfc-backe- breaker, this hu^ehil 
ofHdh. ° 


Fal. Zbloud you flarueling,ycu elfskin,ycu dried neats- tongue, 
buls-pizzel, you ftockcfi/h : O for breath to vtteri what is like 
thec/you tailers yard, you (heath, you bovvcafc,you vile (landing 
tucke. 

Prin. Wcl, breathe a while, and then to it againe,5c when thou 
haft tired thy felfe in bafe comparifons,heare me fpeake but this. 

Paynes. (Vlariee, Iacke. 

Prin. We two/aw you foure,fet on foure,and bound them, and 
were inafters of their wealth: niarkenow how a plaine tale (hall 
put you downe ; then did wee two fet on you foure, and with a 
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Henry the fourth. 

word, cutfac t you from your prize, & haiieit,yea,<5c can Hi civ it 
you here in the houfc: and Falftalffe,voti carried your guts away 
as nimbly, with as quickc dcxteritic, & roara for mercy, and dill 
run and roare,as cuer I heard bul-caifc. Whataflaueart thou to 
hacke thy fword as thou haft done ? and then (ay it was in fight. 
What tricke ? what deuice ? what darting hole canft thou now 
find out, to hide thee from this open and apparent fhame/ 

Pom. Come, lets hearc, Iacke, what tricke haft thou now? 

Fal. By the Lord, I knew yeas well as he that made ye. Why 
heareyou, my matters, was it for me, to kill rheheircapparant? 
(houldlturnevponthetruc Prince? why, thouknoweft f am as 
valiant as Hercules: but, beware inftmft, the Lyon will not touch 
the true Prince , inftinft is a great matter . I was a coward on 
inftinft, I (hall thinkc the better of my felfe, and thee, du- 
ringmylifc; I, for a valiant Lyon, and thou, (ora true Prince: 
but.by the Lord,lads, I am glad you haue the money. Hoftefle, 
daptothedoores, watch tonight, pray to morrow, gallants, 
lads, bdyes, heartes of gold, all the titles of good fcllowflnppc 
come to you. What, (hall we be racrric, (hall wc haue a play ex- 
tempore/ 

Prin. Content, and the argument fliall bc,thy running away. 

Fal. A, no more of that Hal,& thou loueft me. Enter hojlejfe. 
Ho. O left, my Lord the Prince/ 

7m. How now, my Lady the hoftefle, what faift thou to me? 
Bo. Marry, my L, there is a noble- man of the court, at dooi c 
would (peake with you : he (aies,hecomes from your father. 

j f ' ^ Iue * lim as muc h, as will make him a royall man , and 
fend him backcagaine to my mother, 

Fal. What manner of man is he? 

Ho. An old man. 

Fal. What doth grauitic out of his bed at midnight ? Shall I 
giue him his anfwcrc? 

Prin. Prethec do, Iacke. Fal. Faith, and lie fend him packing 

Exit. 

?m * N ° w birlady you fought fairc, fo did you Peto, fo 

,, y°" ) Bardol, you are Lyons too , you ran away vpon inftinft, 

) ou will not touch the true Prince^no fie. 

Faith, I ran when I faw others runne. 

E Trm. 
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